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PREFACE.

To expose the folly and wickedness of accumulating wealth for
no other purpose than to hoard it up, and to exhibit the utter misery
of a_being who should thus voluntarily surrender himself to the
dominion of Mammon, is the chief object of these pages. And I
believe they will be found to convey a useful lesson, and one not
wholly inapplicable to the times ; for thou;glh the Miser may now be
a rarer character than heretofore, the greed of gain was never more
generally indulged in, nor the worship of the Golden Calf more
widely-sﬁlread and less reproved, than at present. I have shown
that all high and generous feelings, all good principles, and even
natural affection itself, will become blunted, and in the end com-
pletely destroyed, by the inordinate and all-engrossing passion for
gain; and I have shown the truth—a truth borne out by the history
of every such wretched votary of wealth. The sin its own
punishment with it; and is made the means of the
sinner. Dead to every feeling except that of adding to store,
the Miser becomes incapable of except as is
afforded by the contemi)ua.tion of 1
he is deprived even of this selfish for
dread of losing his gold
Distrust of all around him s

:shoul%0 be to him a
prey ) vague
terrors, and to are snatgﬁ:d
from his grasp ° he that
layeth up treasure net towards ”

Other and lighter portions Tale refer to the
& young man on his first © to town life about
of the last century, when was in its zenith,
and Marylebone Gardens  vogue; when the Thames its
Folly ; and when Coffee-houses filled the places of The

descriptions I believe to be tolerably accurate; and they are at all
events carefully done, with the view of giving a correct 1dea of the
manners, habits, and pursuits of our great-grandfathers and great-
grandmothers. Temptations to pleasurable excess were no doubt
sufficiently abundant then, but not more abundant than now-a~
days, when casinos and other places of licentious resort axeieraied,

and our modern youth have as much to fear irom the shurementa
of Vice as their predecessors. Apart, indeed, from 2 mﬁmmﬂ“\;‘“‘u
ness in conversation, our forefathers were to tae fol). os QN
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ourselves, and f‘%uite as moral, though they did not cloak their
faults so carefully. Consequently, Vice in those days was less
dangerous, because less specious and more easily shunned than at
a time when its ugliness is better concealed. |

It was part of my original scheme to describe the secret pro-
oeedings of the Jacobites in Lancashire and Cheshire prior to the
Rebeliion of "45, with Prince Charles’s entrance into Manchester in
that memorable year, and the subsequent march to Derby. But I
found these details incompatible with my main plan, and I was
therefore obliged to relinquish them; contenting myself with a
glight sketch of a oon%nm(;.yu in London, hatched by certain
a,dgerents of the young Chev: . Cordwell Firebras is no ficti-
tious personage.

The incident of the payment of the mortgage-money is founded
on fact. A similar oocurrence took place about the period in
question, and the paymaster was a proud Welsh baronet as de-
scribed, with a pedigree as old as the hills. The partioulars were
related to me by my excellent friend Mrs. Hughes, to whom I am
indebted for many valuable suggestiom. It is, perhaps, needless
to say, that in consequence of the alteration of the law respecting
tblae/o oreclosure of mortgages, such a circumstance could not take
place now. .

This tale was commenced with the opening number of the
Magazine bearing my name, and served to establish it, for the
Magazine speedily roze to a sale as great as was ever obtained inthe
same short space by any similar publication! Soon after I began
the work I sustained a deep and irreparable loss in the death of my
Mother ; and amidst the affliction caused by this melancholy even
and the anxiety and difficulty attendant upon an undertaking o
such a magnitude as that upon which I was engaged, the compo-
sition of the Tale was felt as a_great distraction by turning my
thoughts into other channels, and for awhile enabling me to live in
an ideal world. . :

‘Whether because it was more easily written than the rest of my
works, or because it deserved the preference, I cannot say ; but this
Tale has always been my own favourite. As such I have inscribed
it to three others of my offspring, who are not less (and with better
reason) favourites with me.

KengAL MANor House, HARROW ROAD.
February 4th, 1850,
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12 THE MISER'S DAUGHTER.

being much empl(ﬁed in dressing the wigs of the lawyers frequent-
ing Westminster Hall, He was a smart, dapper little fellow, with
no contemptible opinion of himself, either as to mental or personal
qualifications, and being determined to push his fortune with the
sex, had, in the first instance, paid very marked attentions to the
mercer’s daughter, Thomasine, or, as she was styled by her admirers,
¢ the Fair Thomasine ;”’ and these attentions, it was pretty evident,
were not altogether unacceptable. Just, however, ashe was on the
eve of declaring himself, and soliciting the hand of the fair Tho-
masine, with little apprehension of a refusal, he accidentally beheld
the miser’s daughter, Hilduh‘1 Scarve, and his inflammable heart
taking fire at her beauty, which was indeed snﬁicientl{eravishing
to captivate a colder breast than his, he thenceforth became her
slave, and could no longer endure the auburn locks, the hazel orbs,
the pretty features, and ﬁlump little person, of the fair Thomasine,
which had once appeared so attractive in his eyes. Another con-
sideration was not without its weight in turning the scale of his
affections. Hilda’s father was reputed to be of immense wealth ;
she was his only child, at least so it was ﬁnerally understood, and
would, of course, inherit the whole of his vast hoards; and as,
furthermore, he was an old man, it could not, in the course of
nature, be very long before the property must come to her. This
consideration decided Peter in favour of the miser’s daughter, and
it was the hope of obtaining a glimpse of her that made him play
the spy upon her father’s dwellinﬁ. .

The repairs previously alluded to were made by the miser’s
servant, Jacob Post, who, on this occasion, stepped over the way
to borrow a ladder from Mr. Deacle. For reasons of his own the
mercer readily complied with the reqf;:eist, and when Jacob’s work
was done, u.ndy he brought back the ladder, he was invited by its
owner to his back-parlour, where Mrs. Deacle and the fair Tho-
masine were seated, and where a substantial repast was laid out.
Jacob was requested tosit down, and with some hesitation complied.
A plate, loaded with col beef, was next offered him, and he cleared
it In an inconceivably short space of time. The plate was again
filled, and again emptied, and as his appetite seemed in no wafvs
stayed, and the edge-bone was nea.rhv ared, a large remnant of a
potato-pie in a brown earthenware dish was substituted. To the
astonishment of the party, he soon disposed of it. These viands
requiring to be washed down, Mr. Deacle took a jug of ale, which
stood at one corner of the table, and pouring out a large foaming
glass, offered it to his guest, winking as_he did so at his wife, as
much as to say, *“ We have him now.” Whether or not Jacob saw
the wink is of little import; he took the glass, drained it to the
last drop, and sprang to his feet.

*‘Why, you’re not going »’ eried Mr. Deacle.

“Yes, I am,” replied Jacob, in his deep, gruff voice. .

““ Well—but stop a bit, I've something to say to you,” rejoined
Mr, Deacle.

‘‘Master ‘1l wonder what I'm doing here so long,” returned Jacob.
¢ He watched me cross over with the ladder.”

“You should have thought of that before you sat down,” re-
marked Mrs, Deacle, somewhat spitefully. ‘‘If you would draw
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another jug of ale, my love, I dare say Mr. Jacob would risk
}ncurrip,g his master’s displeasure, and stay a few minutes
onger.

“gNo, 1 wouldn't,” replied Jacob, looking at the same time wist-
hfullly at the jug. *No, I wouldn’t,” he added, slightly softening

is tone.

‘ him,”” whispered Mrs. Deacle to her spouse.

Mr, Deacle took the hint, and likewise took up the jug, and
winking at his wife, proceeded to a side door, opening upon a flight
of stone steps, evidently leading to the lower part of the premises,
and disappeared. With true feminine tact, Mrs. Deacle had per-
ceived Jacob’s weak point. He seemed spelf-bound. The tempta-
tion of the ‘‘ other jnf ” was irresistible. He scratched his fore-
head with the point of his great thumb-nail, pushed up the little
brown scrateh wig covering the top of his head still ]:u'ﬁgher, lanced
at the door, but did not attempt to withdraw. The figure he now
cut was so ridiculous that both ladies burst into sereams of laughter.
Not in the slightest degree disconcerted, Jacob maintained his
position, and eg_e.d them with a look so stern that their merriment
speedily died off in a quaver. The Formidable certainly predomi-
nated over the Ridiculous in Jacob’s appearance. He was six feet
two in hesiﬁht, with a large-boned frame, not encumbered with too
much flesh, and immense hands and f'eet. Though slightly in-
kneed, he held himself as erect as an old soldier. He had a grim
black muzzle, a wide mouth garnished with keen white teeth, the
masticatory powers of which he had just so satisfactorily exhibited
thick and jetty eyebrows, and an enormous mnose slightly tmge(i
towards its extremity with a mulberry hue. He wore an old grey
cloth coat, of the formal cut in vogue about twenty years before,
with a row of plate buttons extending from the collar to the skirts,
as well as others on the pockets, and which, though it or;lf reached
to_his knees, must have da.n(zled down to its original owner’s
ankles. His waistcoat was of the same material as the upper
ﬁgtment, and evidently dated back to the same remote period. A

y neckeloth, looking positively white, from its contrast with his
swarthy chin, was twisted round his throat. He possessed great
personal strength, and, indeed, was reported to have driven off,
single-handed, three housebreakers, who had contrived one night to
effect an entrance into_his master’s habitation. It was thought
that the miser retained him as much for self-defence as for his
other services; and it was even said that in some money-lending

transactions in Mr. Scarve had been engaged with suspicious
characters, J stood by on gua.rd

ﬁ{ this time, . had returned with a jug, whose frothing
head made J Seeing the effect produced on
him, Mr. chuckle.

‘“Ah, J commiserating tone, “I fear
you don’t get as your master. He don’t brew
over strong—not too much eh ¥

¢ That's true enough, ° grufily.

“Do you get any ale at acob Wra. Deadie.

“No,” replied Jacob, in tone so abrupt thak It mede oe TR

dame start, and elicited a slight scream from the fair THOWIKADS.
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““0dd’s precious !’ exclaimed Mrs. Deacle, * how the fellow doea
frighten one. And so0 you have no ale ”’—(Jacob shook his head)—
““ nor small beer "’ —(another negative)—* then what do you drink,
for wine or spirits must be out of the question "’

““Treacle-beer,” rejoined Jacob ; * and little enough of that.”

“So I should think,” remarked Mr. Deacle, cunningly. * Come,
come, friend Jacob!—this may be very well for your master, but it
wont do with me. Your nose would never keep its goodly colour
on sach thin potations.” .

A tlg:run’ smile crossed Jacob’s face, and he tapped the feature in
question,

“T understand,” replied the mercer, winking ; “1irivate cellar,
ah! Perfectly right, Jacob. Private larder, too, I'll be sworn.
You couldn’t live on Miser Starve’s—I mean, Mr. Scarve’s—allow-
ance. Impossible, Jacob— impossible! Take a glass, Jacob.
Your master must be very rich, eh "’

“I don’t know,” replied Jacob, after tossing off the glass; “he
doesn’t live like a rich man.”

. “There I differ from you, Jacob,” returned the mercer; ““he
lives like a miser, and misers are always rich.”

“ Maybe,"’ re;ﬂied Jacob, turning away. :

““8top, stop ! cried the mercer—* you must finish this jug before
you ’fo. Are you the only servant in the house ?"’

“The only man-servant,’” replied Jacob, looking as if he did not
relish the question ; * but there’s sometimes a cheerwoman, and the
two ladies does for themselves.”

“ Do for themselves !” ejaculated Mrs. Deacle. * How dreadful !"’

“ Dreadful indeed !"” echoed the fair Thomasine, with an expres-
sion of ineffable disgust, theatrically fine in its effect.

“Well, I should like to see the inside of your master’s house,
Jacob, I confess,” pursued Mrs. Deacle. .

“You wouldn’t wish to repeat the visit, ma’am, if you had once
been there,”” he answered, . . .

“I hope the miser doesn’t ﬁl-treat his daughter,” said the fair
Thomasine. ‘‘ Poor thing, how I pityher! Such a sweet creature,
and such a tyrant of a father !’

*“She’s not ill-treated, miss,” rejoined Jacob, grufily ; * and she’s
not so much to be pitied as you suppose ; nor is master a tyrant, by
no means, miss. .

“Don’t be offended, Jacob,” interposed the mercer, pouring out
a glass, and handing it to him. “ Women a.lwaz:ofancy themselves
ill-treated either by their fathers, husbands, or brothers—all except
their lovers, eh, Jacob?” . .

De“ Il'm sure, my love, nobody can say I complain,” said Mrs,
aole.

“Nor I, father,” added Thomasine; *“as to lovers, I know
nothing about them, and don’t desire to know.”

“ Bless me ! how you take one up,” rejoined Mr. Deacle sharpl{.
“Nobody does say that either of you complains, Surel » Jacob,
the old whom I always see with your master’s daughter can’t
be her mother

‘ No, she’s her aunt,” replied Jacob,

“On the father’s side »”
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* Mother’s.”

“T thought as much ; and her name is —3"

Jacob looked as though he would have said, * What's that to
you ¥’ but he answered, * Mrs. Clinton.” .

“You'll think me rather curious, Jacob,” pursued the meroer,
““but I should like to know the name of your master’s daughter.
‘What is it, eh ¥’

‘ Hilda,” replied Jacob. .

“ Hilda !—dear me—a very sin name,” cried Mrs. Deaocle. °

*Bingular, indeed ! but sweetly pretty,” sighed the fair Tho-

masine.
¢ Probably a family name,” remarked the mercer. * Well, Miss
Hilda’s a charming creature, Jacob—charming.”

¢ She ts charmin’,” repeated Jacob, emphatzmll .

“Not very well dressed though,” muttered the mereer, as if
speaking to himself: and then he added aloud—*‘ S8he’ll be a great
catch, Jacob,—~a great catch. Any engagement—any one in view
—any lover, eh "’

“No ome,” replied Jacob. * Unless,” he added, bursting into
;borse ,l’augh, “1t’s your next-door neighbour, Peter Pokerich, the

arber.

* Peter Pokerich !” screamed the fair Thomasine, starting to her

feet, and assuming an attitude of distraction,

", *“Mercy on us! what's the matter, Tommy?”’ cried the mereer,
in surprise.

“Don’t ask me, father,” rejoined the young lady, gasi})ing like &
tragio actress, and passing her hand across her brow as if to clear off
some imaginary hair,—her own auburn tresses being trimly secured
beneath a pretty little fly-cap. “Tell me, Jacob,” she added,
catching his arm, *“is my—is Peter—is the faithless one Hilda
Scarve’s lover >—has he ieclared his passion ?—is he acoepted i~
t{;ll me all, Jacob, and whatever effort it may cost me, I wil}

ar it.

* I've nothing more to tell than this,” replied Jacob, who listened
with imperturbable calmness to this passionate and touching ad-
dress ;—*“he has late1¥l taken to followin’ young missis when she
goes out to walk with her aunt.”

‘‘But has not dared to address her, Jacob?”’ cried the fair Tho-
masine, breathlessly.

“ Not till t’other day,” replied Jacob, “and then he stopped her

ust as she was enterin’ the house. Luckily, I was there, an

guv’ him a taste of my erab-stick, which T'll engage he'll
remember.”

*“Cudgelled ! —Peter false, and cudgelled ! —cruel, yet kind,
Jacob I’" cried the fair Thomasine, relaxing her hold, and stagger-
ing back. “This is too much—support me, mother !

."“What's the matter with you, Tommy, I say?—are you going
distracted ¥’ cried the mercer.

“Fetch the ratafia, my dear, and don’t ask questions,” replied
his wife. “Don’t you see there’s been a secret attachment?’ she
added, in an under tone—* that deceitful little barber e Dayed
her false. But I'll bringhim to his senses, U'\\ warrantm. R
thine | this is just the state 1 was throwm. inte Woen L hesd. S
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our going to Stourbridge Fair with cousin Sally. The ratafia!

he ratafia !—quick ! quick !’

_The mercer opened a cupboard, took out the cordial, gave it to
his wife, and then motioning Jacob to follow him, rushed out of the
room so precipitately, that he overset a person who was listening at
the door, and who proved to be no other than Peter Pokerich.

““What! you here, sir,” cried Mr. Deacle, in astonishment.
¢ Then you've heard what has passed. Go in to my daughter, and
make her mind easy directly.”

““If he doesn’t, I'll give him another taste of the crab-stick,”
added Jacob.

* But it would be highly indecorous—highly improper, in me to
go in just now, Mr. Deacle,” remonstrated Peter.

¢ Not more indecorous, or improper, than listening at the door,”
réejoined the mercer. “Go in direotly, sir.”

‘“ Ay, go!” added Jacob, menacingly.

And Peter, seeing opposition in vain, opened the door and
sneaked in. A stifled scream and an hysterical laugh succeeded
his entrance, .

The mercer accompanied Jacob to the street door, and, as _&e
passed through the shop, pointed out the different rich stuffs to hiln.

“ I wish you could induce your young mistress to come and look
at my assortment of stuffs,’”” he said; *it is the choicest in town,
though I say it, who shouldn’t say it. I've en silks, Italian
silks, brocades, tissues, cloth of silver, ditto gold, fine Mantua silks,
right Genoa velvets, Enflish ditto, embossed ditto. Or, if she
wants commoner stuffs, I've fine thread satins, both stri and
plain, fine Mohair silks, satinets, burdets, Persianets, Norwich
crapes, anterines, silks for hoods and scarfs, hair camlets, saga-
thees, shalloons, and right Scotch plaids. Can you recollect all
these articles ¥’

I should need a better memory than I have to recollect half of
*em,” replied Jacob.

“‘I would send her some stuffs to look at, if you think her father
wouldn’t object,” said the mercer: ¢ this black velvet would suit
her exaotly, or this rich Italian silk.” !

“ It would cost me my uflace to take them,” replied Jacob ; “ and
yet, as you say, they would become her purely. But it’s of no use
thinkin’ of them,” he added, walking away. .

“‘One word more, Jacob,” said Mr. Deacle, detaining him, and
whispering in bis ear, *“I didn’t like to ask the question before the
women—but they do sady Jyour master’s a Papist and a Jacobite.”

l‘l‘Wh'q’say s0?” cried Jacob, loudly and gruffly. * Speak up and

me! .

“ Why, the neighbours,” replied the mercer, somewhat abashed.

“ Then tell em from me that it's a lie,”” rejoined Jacob. And
heedless of any further attempts to detain him, he strode away._

One night, about a month after the incident above related, which
took place at the latter end of April, 1744, just as Peter Pokerich
was in the act of shutting up_his shop, he observed a horseman
turn out of King-street, and ride towards him. It was sufficiently
light to enable him to discover, on a nearer approach, that the
stranger was a young man, about one or two and twenty, with a
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tall, well-proportioned figure, at once vigorous and symmetrical,
extremely regular and finely-formed features, glowing with health
and manly beauty, and slightly, though not unbecomingly, em-
browned by exposure to the sun. _Apparently disdaining to follow
the fashion of the period, or proud of his own waving brown locks,
the young man sug’ered them to fall in their native luxuriance over
his shoulders. The fashion of his dark green riding dress—which
ill made as it appeared in the eyes of the knowing barber, revealed
his fine ﬁﬁure to ﬂeat advantage—as well as his general appear-
ance, proclaimed him from the country. Looking at Peter as
he advanced, the stranger drew up beside him.

“Can you tell me where Mr. Scarve lives?’ he asked.

Peter started and stared at his interrogator in speechless astonish-
lt‘ilen't. The young man looked surprised in his turn, and repeated

e inquiry.

“ Mgser Starve—beg pardon !—Mr. Scarve? but he’s generally
known by the former name hereabouts,” cried Peter. *‘Oh yes,
sir, I do know where Mr. Scarve lives.”

“Then, probably, you will have the foodness to direct me to the
1_10}232,’; :',e;tumed. the young man. ‘‘This is the Little Sanctuary,
is it not ?

“ Yes, sir ! yes!” replied Peter. * But what may be your busi-
ness with Miser Starve—beg pardon again !—Mr. Scarye ¥’

My business is not of much consequence,” rejoined the young
man, slgt’:'lewhat coldly and haughtily, *‘ but it refers to Mr. Scarve

¢ Beg pardon, sir—no offence, I hope,” returned Peter, in a de-
precatory tone; “but Mr. Starve—bless me ! how my tongue runs
—Mr. Secarve is such a ve:fm(')dd man. He wont see you unless
your bu.six?lgss is very partioular. Will you favour me with your
name, sir

* My name is Randulph Crew,’’ returned the stranger. .

“Crew — Crew!"”’ repeated Peter; * that should be a Cheshire
name. Excuse the liberty, but are you from that county, sir

*I am—I am !’ replied the other, impatiently.

“ Ah! knew it at once, sir. Can’t deceive me,”’ rejoined Peter.
“ Fine head of hair, sir, very fine: but must loseit. Very well for
Cheshire—but wont do in London. Ladies will laugh at {oq..
Nothing so ungenteel as one’s own hair. I have a fine head of
myself, but can’t wear it. Must have a peruke. Perukes are as
essential to a gentleman now-a-days as lace to his clothes. I've
wigs of all sorts, all fashions, all prices : the minor-bob ; the Sun-
day buckle ; the bob-major ; the apothecuz’s bush; the physical
and chirurgical tie; the scratch, or bloed’s skull covering; the
Jehu's Jemmy. or white-and-all-white; the campaign; and the
Ramillies. Step in, and I'll show you the last new periwig—
the Villiers—brought in by the great beau of that name—heard
of him, I dare say, sir,—and which all our brights, smarts,
%qtt_s, and jemmies are wearing. I've the counterpart of Beau

illiers’s own periwig, which, between ourselves—for it must o
no_further—I obtained from his gentleman, Mx. Craduentnerya
Cripps. It's quite a wonder. Do step in, sir, 20 10K ok i SN
quite ravish you.”

B
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_“ Thank you, friend, I am content with the covering nature has
given my head,” replied Randulph.

““ And with very good reason, sir,” replied Peter; *but fashion,
gir, — fashion is arbitrary, and has decreed that mo man shall
wear _hi§_own hair. Therefore, you must, perforce, sir, adopt the

riwig. .

N %'Vlfll you show me Mr. Scarve’s residence, or must I apply for
information elsewhere?”’ cried the young man, wearied with the
barber’s loquacity.

“ Not so fast, sir,—mnot so fast,”” replied Peter. _*I must tell
ﬁ); sqm?e;!;hmg about the old gentléman first. Do you know

, 8ir
Randulph Crew uttered a hasty negative.

“Then Ido,” pursued Peter. ‘Terrible miser, sir—terrible I-—
denies himself all the comforts of existence—makes his family and
servants live upon a bare bone for a week—thinks of nothing but
his gold—and, as to his daughter—"

““Oh, he has a daughter, has he?”’ interrupted Randulph. *“I
‘was not aware of it. Is she at all like him "’

** Like him !—no!” echoed Peter. * 8he’s beautiful beyond de-
scription.”  But, thinking such commendation rather injudicious
in the present case, he checked himself as maladroitly as a horse

ulled up too suddenly, and added, * At least some people say so;
ut, for my own part, I can see nothing to admire in her.”

““Well, perhaps I may judge for myself,”’ observed Randulph.

“ Perhaps you may,” quavered Peter. ¢ He’s just the man to
captivate her,” he thought. I wish I could misdirect him ; but
most probably Jacob w‘gﬁi admit him.” .

¢ And now, friend, will you show me the house?®”’ cried Ran-

Pa. o e
*“With pleasure, sir—with pleasure,” replied Peter, pointing to
the opposite habitation ; ¢ there it is, at the corner.” .
Vexed at having been so long and so unnegessarily detained,
Randulph Crew turned his horse’s head, and dismounting before
the miser’s door, knocked loudly against it with the butt-end of his
heavy riding-whip. Peter anxiously watched his proceedings ; but
as no answer was returned to the summons, he began to hope the
young man would go away ; but in this he wag disappointed, for
e latter renewedglgis application, and did not desist till checke
y the gruff voice of Jacob Post, who shouted from a little gra
window, through which he reconnoitred the intruder, * Halloo !
what's the matter?—who’s there "’
."“Is Mr.Scarve at home?” asked Randulph. “I want to see

“ Then you can’t,” rejoined Jacob, in his harshest accents, but
which sounded like music in the ears of the attentive Peter.

““But I must and will,” rejoined Randulph, in a peremptory
tone. “1T have a packet to deliver to him—to his own hands—an
important packet. Tell him that.” . «

A Jacobite, I'll be sworn,” cried Peter, to himself. ‘I must
watch him narrowly. I should feel gratified in being the means of

han%g that young man.”
[ ei), l’Dytake your message to my master,” growled Jaocob,
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after a short pause. * But I must serutinsze you a little before I
admit you. You seem to me, as far as I can make out, to have a
good deal of the cut of a highwayman about you.”

““ He, he, he t—good, Jacob—good !’ tittered Peter.

Some minutes elapsed before Jacob, who had disappeared, re-
tarned. A hea? tread was heard along the passage leading to the
door, succeeded by the rattling of a chain, the clanking of bars,
and the shooting back of a couple of ponderous bolts. The door
was then thrown open, and exhibited the t gaunt figure of
Jacob, holding a lantern in one hand, the hﬁwﬁt of which he threw
full upon the face of the young man, while he kept the other hand,
which grasped the redoubted crab-stick, out of view. Satisfied, at
length, with the investigation, he growled forth, “It'll do.
Master’ll see you. You may come in.”

“That for your irouble, friend,”” said Randulph, slipping a
crown into Jacob’s hand, as he tied his horse’s bridle to a ring in
the door-post. . *

“I wonder what this is given for?’ muttered Jacob, as he
pocketed the coin. “It’s the only suspicious thing I've noticed
about him. I must keep an eye us;m him. But I dare say he
only wants to see young missis, and she’s worth more than twenty
erowns to look at.

Thus ruminating, he admitted Randulph into the passage,
locked and bolted the door, took the light out of the lantern,
.and placing it in a copper candlestick, led the way towards a back

room.

‘While the door was being fastened, Peter Pokerich darted across
the way, shouting to Randulph, * I'll take care of your horse, sir.”
No attention, however, being paid to the offer, he hurried back
for a light, and began categzlfy to examine the saddle, peering
into thegholsters, and trying to open the saddle-bags to see whether
he could obtain any elue to the supposed Jacobite principles of the

owner.
CHAPTER II.

ZHN MISER AXD NIS DAUGHTER—RANDULPH DFLIVERS TEE PACKET T0 THN
FORMER—ITS BECEPTION,

Forrowing his conductor along the passage, the boards of which,
being totally destitute of carpet or cloth, sounded hollowly beneath
their feet, Ry;mdulph_ Crew glanced at the bare walls, the dusty and
cobweb-festooned oellmq, and the staircase, as devoid of covering
as the passage, and could not but admit that the account given
him by the barber of Mr. Scarve’s miserly habits was not exagge-
‘rated. Little time, however, was allowed him for reflection. Jacob
marched quickly on, and pushing open a door on the right, ushered
him into his master’s presence.

Mr. Soarve was an old man, and looked much older than he
really was—being only sixty-five, whereas he appeared like eight{.
His frame was pinched, as if by self-denial, and preternatural {
withered and shrivelled; and there was a thin, h&&gm&\ s
almost hungry look about his face, extremely paintul ko contwm-
plate.  His features were strongly marked, and sharp, and s €Y%y
grey, keen and piercing. He was dressed in o Ynresd-ouse S

B 2
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robe, trimmed with sable, and wore a velvet nighteap, lined with
cotton, on his head. The rest of his habiliments were darned and
patched in an unseemly manner. Beside him was a small table, on
which was laid a ragged and dirty cloth, covered with the remains
of his scanty meal, which Randulph’s arrival had interrupted.
Part of a stale loaf, a slice of cheese, and a little salt constituted
the repast. .

Everything in the_room bespoke the avaricious character of its
‘owner. The panelled walls were without hangings or decoration
of any kind. The room itself, it was evident, had known better

ays and richer garniture. It was plain, hut handsome in its
-character, and boasted a large and well-carved chimney-piece, and
a window filled with stained glass displaying the armorial bearings
of the former possessor of the house, though now patched in many
places with paper, and stopped up in others with old rags. This
window was strongly grated, and the bars were secured in their
turn by a la?i;e padlock, '[)laced inside the room. Over the chimney-
piece were placed a couple of large blue and white china bottles,
with dried everlasting flowers stuck in the necks. There were only
two chairs in the room and a stool. The best chair was appro-
priated by the miser himself. It was an old-fashioned affair, with

eat wooden arms, and a hard leathern back, polished like a well-
lacked shoe by frequent use. A few coals, carefully piled into
a little pyramid, burnt within the bars, as if to show the emptiness
of the grate, and diffused a slight gleam, like a mocking laugh,
but no sort of heat. Beside it sat Mrs. Clinton, an elderly maiden
lady, almost as winh'i-looking and pinched as her brother-in-law.
This antiquated lady had a long, thin neck, a turned-up nose, and
a skin as yellow as parchment; but the expression of her counte-
nance, though rather sharp and frosty, was kindly. She wore a
close-fitting gown of dark camlet, with short, tight sleeves, that by
no means concealed the angularities of her figure. Her hair,
which was still dark as in her youth, was gathered up closely be-
hind, and surmounted by the small muslin cap then in vogue.

The object, however, that chiefly riveted dulph’s attention
on his entrance was neither the miser himself nor his sister-in-law
—it was his daughter. Her beauty was so extraordinary that it
acted like a surprise upon him, occasioning a thrill of delight,
mingled with a fecling of embarrassment. Rising as he entered
the room, she gracefully, and with much natural dj , réturned
his salutation, which, through inad%ertence, he addressed almost
exclusively to her. Hilda Scarve’s age might be guessed at nine-
teen. She was tall, exquisitely proportioned, with a pale, clear
complexion, set off by her rich raven tresses, which, totally unre-

strained, showered down in a thick cloud over her shoulders. Her -

eyes were large and dark, luminous, but steady, and indicated firm-
ness of character. Her look was grave and sedate, and there was
.great determination in her beautifully formed but closely com-
pressed lips. Her aspect and deportment exhibited the moest per-
fect self-command, and whatever effeet might be produced wpon
her by the sudden entrance of the handsome visitor, not a glance
was suffered to reveal it, while he, on the contrary, could not re-
press the admiration excited by her beauty. He was, however,
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speedily recalled to himself by the miser, who, rapping the table
impatiently, exclaimed, in a querulous tone, :

“ Your business, sir >—your business

“] have come to deliver this to you, sir,” replied R.andulpl:i
producing a small packet, and handing it to the miser. * I shoul
tell you, sir,” he added in a voice of emotion, *that it was my
father’s wish that this packet should be given to you a year after
his death—but not before.” .

‘¢ And your father’s name,” cried the miser, bending ea‘:ierly for-
ward, and shading his eyes so as to enable him to see the young
man more distinctly, ‘ was—was—"’

“‘The same as my own, Randulph Crew,” was the regly.

“ Gracious heaven!” exoclaimed the miser, falling back in his
chair, “and is he dead ?>—my friend—my old friend!” and he
pressed his hand to his face, as if to hide his emotion.

Hilda bent anxiously over him, and tried to soothe him, but he
pushed her gentlg aw?.

* Having discharged my mission, I will now take my leave,”
said Randulph, after a slight pause, during which he looked on
in silent astonishment. ‘I will call at some other time, Miss
Soearve, to speak to gour father respecting the packet.”

“No, stay !’ Oried Hilda, hastily. ‘Some old and secret spring of
affection has been touched. I entreat you to wait till he recovers.
He will be better presentlf."

“ He is better now,” replied the miser, uncovering his face; ‘‘the
fit is past ; but it was sharp while it lasted. Randulph Crew,” he
added, faintly, and stretching out his thin hand to him, “I am

lad to see you. Years ago, I knew your father well. But un-
ﬁuppy circumstances separated us, and since then I have seen
nothing of him. I fancied him alive, and well, and happy, and

our sudden announcement of his death gave me a great shock.

our father was a good man, Randulph—a good man, and a kind
one. .
‘““He was, indeed, sir,” rejoined the young man, in a broken
yoice, the tears starting to his eyes.

‘“ But somewhat careless in money matters, Randulph—thought-
less and extrav t,” pursued the miser. * Nay, I mean nothing
disrespeotful to his memory,” he added, seeing the young man’s
colour heighten. ‘ His faults were those of an over-generous
nature. He was no man’s enemy but his own. He once had a fine
property, but I fear he dissipated it.”

‘“At all events, he greatly embarrassed it, sir,” replied Ran-
dulph; “and I lament to say that the situation of his affairs
preyeti upon his spirits, and no doubt hastened his end.”

“] feared it would be so,”’ said the miser, shaking his head.
¢ But the estates were entailed. They are yours now, and unem-
barrassed.” . .

‘“ They might have been so, sir,” replied the young man; “but
I have foregone the advantage I could have taken of a:{ father’s
creditors, and have placed the estates in their hands, {or osis
benefit.” . . DS\

*“Youdon’t mean to say you have been guilty of sudh eS|
folly, for I can call it nothing else I cried. the mises, ™ A
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and angry tone, and starting to his feet. * What! give the estates
to the very men who ruined your father! Have you been rash
and unadvised enough to break down the barriers the law had
built around you for your protection, and let in the enemy into the
very heart of the citadel ? It is the height of folly—of madness !”

‘““Folly or not, sir,” returned the young man, haughtily, “I do
not repent the step I have taken. My first consideration was to
preserve the memory of my father unbleémished.”

** Unblemished !—pshaw !’ cried the miser. *You would have
cleared the spots from your father’s name much more effectually if
you had kept fast hold of the estates, instead of reducing yourself
to the condition of a.begfar."

““ Father!” exclaimed Hilda, uneasily—* father, you speak too
strongly—much too strongly.”

. “lammno beggar, sir,”’ replied Randulph, with difficulty repress-

ing his anger, ““nor will I allow such a term to be applied to me

by you or any man. Farewell, sir.”  And he would have left the

ﬁ?ﬂ’ if he had not been detained by the imploring looks of
a.

““ Well, then, you are reduced to the condition of a poor man, if
{gu prefer the term—though I think it synonymous with that of

ggar—and therefore must be a dependent one,”*$said the miser,
who seemed utterly reckless of the pain he was inflicting. ‘‘ But
for your own folly, you might now be worth three thousand a-year
—ay, three thousand a-year!—for I knew your father’s rental.
‘Why, you are more thoughtless, more improvident than him who
went before you. You have sold your birthright for less than a
mess of pottage. You have sold it for a phantom, a shade, a word
—and those who have bought it laugh at you, deride you. Out
nFon such folly! Three thousand a-year gone to feed those birds
of prey—those vultures—that ravened upon your father’s vitals
while living, and_now riot upon his offspring—it’s monstrous, in-
tolerable ! bh! if I had left my affairs in such a condition, and
my dal:fhter _were to act thus, 1 should not rest in my grave!”

** And yet, in such a case, I should act precisely as this gentle-
man has acted, father,” rejoined Hilda.

‘“You speak like one ignorant of the world, and of the value of
money, Hilda,” cried the miser, turning to her. _‘ Heaven be
praised ! you will never be in such a situation. I sha’n’t leave

ou much—not much—but what I do leave will be unembarrassed.
t will be ﬁr own, too; no husband shall have the power to
touch a farthing of it.”

* Have a care, father,” rejoined Hilda, “and do not clog your
bequest with too striot conditions. If I marry, what I have shall
be mﬁushan@’s." .

“ Hilda,” eried the miser, shaking with passion, *if I thought
you in earnest, I would disinherit you!”

*“No more of this, dear father,’”” she rejoined, ealmly; “I have
no thought of marrying, and it is needless to disecuss the point till
it arises. Recolleot, also, there is a stranger present.”

. “True,” replied the miser, recovering himself. “This is not the
time to talk over the subject, but I wont have my intentions mis-
muderstood. And now,” he added, sinking into the chair,
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looking at Randulph, ‘let me enquire after ({our mother? I re-
member her well as Sophia Beechcroft, and a charming crea-
ture she was. You resemble her more than your father. Nay,
restrain your blushes, I don’t mean to flatter you. That which 18
a beauty in a woman is a defect in man; and your fair skin and
long hﬁ_ir would become your sister, if you bad one, better than
yourself." i

‘“ Really, sir,” rejoined Randulph, again reddening, *you make

* strangely free with me.” .

“ I'made free with your father before you, young man,” rejoined
the miser ; *and it was for telling him a piece of my mind that I
lost his friendship. More’s the pltly I—more’s the pity! I would
have served him if he would have let me. But to return to your
mother. You acted unjustly to her, as well as to yourself, in not
retaining the family estates.”

‘ My mother has her own private property to live on,” replied

Randul({)h, who winced under the stingléng observations of the miser.
¢ what's that?” rejoined Mr. Scarve; *a beggarly—I crave
your pardon—a pitiful hundred a-year or so. Not that a hundred
ﬁ;{e&r 8 pitiful, but it must be so to her, with her notions and
its.”

“There you are mistaken, sir,” replied Randulph; *‘my mother
is entirely reconciled to her situation, and lives accordingly."”
“] am ﬁllad to hear it,” replied the miser, in a sceptical tone 3

“TownlIdid not give her credit for so much self-governance, buf

I hope it is so.

“ ﬁ%pe, sir!” cried Randulph, angrily; “is my word doubted ¥

“Not in the least,” rejoined. the miser, y: “but young
¥eople are apt to take things on trust. And, now, as you have

ooled away your fortune, may I ask what you are about to do to
retrieve it? What profession—or, rather, what trade do you pro-
se to follow ¥ ’

“T shall follow neither trade nor erofession, Mr. Searve,” re-
plied Randulph. ‘ My means, though small, enable me to live
as a gentleman,”

“Hum!” cried the miser. *I suppose, however, you would not
object to some emgloyment. An idle man is always an expensive
man. But what brought you to London ¥’

“ My chief motive was to deliver that packet to you,”’ replied
Randulph. “But I must own I was not altogether uninfluenced
by a desire to see this great eity, which I have never beheld since
I was a mere boy, and too young to remember it."

‘“You are a mere boy still,”” rejoined the miser; *and if you
will take my advice, you will go back more quickly than you came.
But I know you wont, so it's idle to urge you. Youth will rush
headlong to destruction. Yom_zq man, you don’t know what is
before you, but I'll tell you—it's ruin—ruin—ruin !—d’ye hear
me ?—ruin !”’ :

*1 hear you, sir,” replied Randulph frowning.

“Hum !” said the miser, shruggin his shoul ers, ¢ oo Yo wonk
be advised? But it's the way with all young people, snd ) ook
not to expect you to prove an exception. I supDLES JUU WASR
stay with your two uncles, Abel m({) Truseell Deethoroiuy
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¢ Such is my intention,” replied Randulph.

‘I have not seen them for years,” pursned Scarve; * but if you
#re nct acquainted with them, I will give you their characters in
vrief. Abel is sour, but sure—Trussell, pleasant, plausible, but
hollow. And you will judge of my candour when I tell you that
the first, hates me, while the latter is well disposed towards me.
You will take to the one and dislike the other, but you will find
out your error in time. Mind what I say. And now let us look at
tlixig packet, for 1 have kept you here too long, and have nothing to
offer you.

*“There’s nearly a glass of wine left in the bottle in the cup-
board,” interposed Jacob, who had stood stock still during the
whole of this interview, with the candle in his hand. *Perhaps
the gentleman would like it after his journey.”

old your tongue, sirrah,” cried the miser, sharply, “and
snuff the candle—not with your fingers, knave!” he added, as
Jacob applied his immense digits to the tufted wick, and stamped
upon the snuff as he cast it on the floor. *“What can this packet
contain? Let me see,” he continued, breaking the seal and dis-
closing & letter, which he opened, and found it contained a small
memorandum. _As he glanced at it, a shade came over his coun-
tenance. He did not attempt to read the letter, but folding it
over the small piece of paper, unlocked a small strong-box, that
stood at his feet beneath the table, and placed them both within it.

“It is time you went to your uncles, yo man,” he said to
Randulph, in an altered tone, and more coldly than before; I
shall be glad to see you some other time. Good night.”

“I shall be truly happy to call here again, sir,” replied Ran-
dulph, looking earnestly at Hilda. .

¢“Jacob, show Mr. Crew to the door,” cried the miser, hasﬁly.

“ Good night, Miss Scarve,” said Randulph, still lingering. * Do
you often walk in the parks?’ .

* My daughter never stirs abroad,” replied the miser, motioning
him away. * There, iet you e(frone. Good night, good night !—A
troublesome visitor,”” he added, to Hilda, as Jacob departed with
the young man. ' .

Jacob having again placed the candle in the lantern, unbolted
and unlocked the door, and issuing forth, they found Peter Poke-
rich standing beside the horse. .

“You may thank me that your horse is not gone, sir,” said the -
latter. Peog}ve in London are not quite so honest as the villagers
in Cheshire. ell, you've seen Mr. Scarve, I suppose, sir ? at
do you think of him, and of his daughter "

““I pity your taste in not admiring her,” replied Randulph.

* Not admiring her!” cried Jacob, with a horse laugh. “Did
he tell you he didn’t admire her? Why, he’s dying with love
ﬂf kgr, and I make no doubt, was jealous of your good looks—ho !

o!” -

““You're insolent, Mr. Jacob,”” rejoined Peter, angrily. ..

“What! you want another taste of my crabstick, do you " saia
T ot somet